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CHAPTER Vi,

HAT was Friday afternoon
All that evealpg and most of
Saturday and Sunday Mr

- Holcombe sat on the floor

with his eye to the reflecting mirror

and his potebook beside Llm. 1 have
it before me.

On the first page is the “dog meat—
$2° entrr. On the pext, the descrip-
tion of what occurred on Sunday night.
March 4. and Monday morning, the
6th Following that came a sketch,
munde with a carbon sheet of the torn
paper found beh!nd the washstand:

3

ot

the entries for Fri-
Friday

And then came
day. Saturday and Sunday
evening:

630—Eating hearty supper

T—Lights cigarette snd paces floor.
Notice that when Mrs P. kpocks he
goes to desk and pretends to be writ-
ing.

5—Is sxamining boox
reilway guide.

830t is a steamship guide

5 45—Tallor's bov brings box. Girves
boy 50 cents. Query: Where does he
g*t money now that J. B Is gone?

9—Tries on new suit (brown)

4:30—Has Leen spending a8 quarter of
ap bour 7n his kuees looking behind
furniture and examining bsseboard.

JO—He hnas the key 10 the onys clock.
Has hidden it twice—once up the chim-
pey flue, once behind baseboard

10:15—He Lhas just thrown Key or
simllar small article outside window
into yard

T1—Has gone to bed
Bhall sleep here on floor

11 30—He enunot sieep
fog the Boor nnd smoking

2 8 m.—Saturday. Disturbapce be
low. He bhad vightmnre nnd was call
ing “Jeunie™ He got up, took a drink
snd is pow resdinz

N a m.—Must have slejt
inz

32
wrole
Ing aloud what Le

=k 1 ligas »n
Caonot hear all—word
*Ileweilyn the verwy
of a risk
“Lost the slip.”
tel Ehe went
“I'Hza Sbaeffer.”

Whee went to a private house?
nie Brive”

2:50—Cannot bear
IThe visitor has given Ladley
Dills.

4—Followed the visitor,
with a pointed beard
J.iberty theater. Found it
gon. business mapager there
4s Liewellyn, and who is Eliza Shaef-
fer?

4:15—Had Mrs. P. bring telephone
book: siz Liewellyns in the book; no
FEliza Shaeffer. Ladley appears more
cheerful since Bronson's visit

Looks like a

Liglit burning

Is up walk-

e is shas

He

m.—XNothing this mwomming
for four bhours. sometimes
Lad written
for. 8
and
iman

vis man
then

1 evil

— Tl

now

is
“We'll ser TOU
“Didn't go to the ho
te a4 private house.”

Jen

Are whispering.
rall of

a tall

searching for something. Has not
found it

T—Ate well. Have ssked Mrs. P. to
take my place here while 1 interview
the siz Liewellyns.

11—Mrs P. reports a quiet evening
He reaa and s»moked Has gone to
bed, Lizkt burning Saw five Liew-

&''rns None of them kpew Fronson

virtal meeting

wnlked home He knows

with bhim

somethlog Acknuwledged he knew
Bronson Had met Ladley. IMd not
beileve Mrs. Ladley deand Hegretted

1 had pot been to the weeting. Good

sermon. Asked me for a dollar for
missjons.

Y a. m.—Sunda3 Ludley in bad
ahape. Apparcotiy been drinking ali
night. Canpot eat. Sent out early for

papers and has searched them all,

Found entry on second page, stared at!

it, then flung the paper away. Harve
sent for same paper.
10 8. m.—FPaper =aye: “Body of wo-

man washed ashore yesterday at Se-

wickiey Muarli mutilated by flood
debris.” [Ladley in bed, staring st cell-
ing. Wonder If he sees tube? He Is

ghastly.

That is the last entry in the note-
book for that day. Mr. Holcombe eal)-
ed me in great excitement shortly after
10 snd sbowed me the (tem. Neither
of us doubted for & moment that it
was Jennie Brice who nad been found.
He started for Sewickler that same

afternoon, aud he probably communi- |

cated with the pollce before he
for obce or twice | saw Mr
the detective. sauntering past
house

Mr. Ladley ate no ddnoner He went
out st 4, and | had Mr. Reynolds foi-
jow him. But they were both back In
s half hour Mr
that Mr Ladiey had bought some head-
rehe tablets and some bromide pow-
derw to make bim sleep

Mr: Holcombe eame back that even-
iong. He thought the body was that of

lefr,

(sraves,

“» Jeople Brice. but the houd was gone

He was much depressed and did pot

»

v
A

read T

through.” |

man |
He went to the |
was Bron- |
Who'

He bhas |
Mught all the evening papers and Is |

I “No,
shore 1

| Ther took him guietly upstairs then

the

Revuolds reported |

immediately go back to the periscope
1 asked 1f the head had been cut off
or taken off by a steamer. He was
afraid the latter, as a hand was gone
too

It was about 11 o'clock that night
that the doorbell mng. It was Mr.

Graves. with a small man behind him.
I knew the man. He lived in a shanty
hoat not far from my house, a curious
| affair with shelves full of dishes and
| tinware. In the spring he would be
towed up the Monongahela a hundred
miles or so and float down, tring up
| at different landings and selling his
wares. Timothy Senft was his name.
We called bim Tim.

Mr. Graves moUoned me to be quiet.
Both of us knew thar behind the par
lor door Ladley was probahly listening.

“Sorry to get you up, Mrs. Pitman." |

“but this man sars
That

said Mr. Graves,
be has bought beer here today,
! won't do, Mrs, Pltman.”

“Beer! I haven't such a thing in the
bouse. Come in and look!"™ 1 snapped

And the two of themn went back to the |

; point on a enke of fce

'her feet. as one mMay say.

THE ROCK ISLAND ARGUS, SATURDAY

1 satd., with the plate of dough- !

nuts Just berond his reach [

“Yes'm."

“She didn't buy 0¥ |

“She didu't buy it. Say, Mrs. Pit- |
man. gimme that doughnot.”

“Oh, so the cont washed inl”

“No'm. Pap found it down by lhﬂ'r
He thought It
was n dog, and rowed ont for it."”

Well, 1T hadn't wanted the coat, as |
fur ns thnt goes: I'd managed well
enough without furs for twenty years
or more, But It was a satisfaction to
know that it had not foated into Mrs

Maguire's kitchen and spread itself at
However,

cont.”

after all

' that wus uot the question
| The real issue was that i it was
Jepnle Brice's coat and was found

seross the river on a cake of ice. then

one of two things was certain: Either |
Jennie Brice's body wrapped in the |
coat had been thrown into the water
out in the current, or she herself, hop
ing to incriminate her husband, hml:
fung her coat into the river |

1 told Mr. Holcombe, and he inter
viewed Joe Maguire that afternoon. |
The upshot of it was that Tommy had
been correctly Informed. Joe had wit
| neases who had lined up to see him
| rescne a dog, and bad beheld his re-

turn in trinmph with a wet and sogey

fur cont. At 3 o'clock Mrs. Maguire.
instructed by Mr. Graves, brought the
coat to me for identification, turning it
| about for my inspection, but refusing
take her hands off It.

“If her husband says to me that he
| wants it back, well and good.” she said.,
“but I don't give it up to nobody but |
him. Some folks 1 know of would be
glad enough to have it."

1 wss certain it was Jennie Brice's
coat. but the maker's name had been
ripped out. With Moliy holding one
arm and 1 the other we took it to Mr.
| Ladley's door and knocked. He opened !

iln

i 1t, grumbling. [
“] have asked you not to interrupt
| me,” he said, with his pen in his hand
His eves fell on the coart. “What's
| that®" he ssked, changing color.
“I think it's Mrs. Ladies’s fur coat,”
I said

kitchen.

“Now.,” said Mr. Graves when I had He stood there looking at it and
shut the door, **where's Ltbe dog's meat | thinking. Then: “It can’t Pe hers.,” he
man®" ! said. “She wore bhers when she went

“Upstairs.” | away.”

“Bring him quistly.™ “Perhaps she dropped it in the |

I called Mr. Holcombe, and he came | Water.”™ " '
eageriy, notebook and all. “Ah?T he | He looked at me and smilled And

why wonld she do that?" he asked

said when he saw Tim. “So you've
turned up!™

“Yos. sir.™

“1t seems, Mr. Doz's—Mr. Holcombe,”
snid Mr. Graves, “that you are richt—
partly anvhow. Tim here did help &
man with a boat that night™—

*Threw him a rope, sir.™
fn. “He'd got out in the current, and
what with the jce and his npot know-
ing much about n bont he'd have kept
on to New Orleans If T hadno't eanght
him—or kingdom come.’

“Exactly And what time id

yon

say thic was?" |
“Botweer ind 4 Iast Saonday night
—or Monday morsing He said he

==

“Threw him a rope, sir, Tim broke in, '
iths- mirrer abhove. The chalr was newly

conidn’t sleep and went out in a bost,
meaning to keep in close to shore. But |

| be got drawn out in the current.”

| “Where did you see him first?
Sixth—a lawyer—out at re- | : ’ ' -

Went to the church and |

‘By the Ninth street bridge.™

“He saw my light and bailed me. 1
was making fast to a cosl harge after
ope of my ropes had busted ” |

*“You threw the line to him there?®”

He tried to work In to |
ran along River avenue to |
below the Sixth streer bridge. He got

sir

| pretty ciose in there, and I threw him

He waos about done np.™

Tim broke |

“Did rou ball him?” t
|

| wny taken, and now 1 was etven older
| “Father!™
L oo erying In the dimly lighted hall,

mockingly. *“Was it out of fashion?” |
“That's Mre. Ladley’'s coat” [ per. |
sisted but Molly Maguire jerked it
| from me and started awny. He stood
there looking at me and smiling in his

DUELy WaF.
*"This excitement is telling on you,
Mrs, Pitman,” he sajid coolly., *You're |
too emotionn] for detective work.”

Then be went in spnd shut the door.
When 1T went downstalrs Molly Ma-
guire 'was waiting fn the kitchen and
bad audneity to ask me irf 1
thought the coat necded & new lining!
It was on Momdesy evening that the
strungest event In years happened to

the

' ing

! disappenred

| across the bridge at thut hour.

“IWas she young ™

“Yes. 'Twenty-elght or 50"
“That isn't very young' she said.
oaking relieved. “But 1 don't think
men like very young women. Do you ™

“I know one who does.” 1 sald, smil-
But she sat up in hed suddeniy
and looked ot me with her clear, child-
Ish eyes

“1 don't want him to like me,” she
fiashed. *1—1 want him to hate me.”

“Tut. tut! You want nothing of the
sort.'”

“Mrs Pitmon.” she =aid, 1 seot for
you because 1I'm nearly crazy. Mr
Howell was a friend of that woman.
He has acted llke n maniac since she

He doesn’'t come to see
the

the

me, he has given up his work on
paper, and | saw him today on
sireet—he looks lke n ghost”™
That put me to thinking.
“He might have been a friend,” 1

! admitted. “although ss far as 1 know
| he was never at the house but once,

and then he saw both of them.™
“When wnas thnt?™
“Sunday morning, the day before she
disappenred. They were arguing some-
thing." .

CHAPTER VIIL
HE looked st me attentively.

“You know more than ¥ou

are telling me, Mrs. Pitman.”
i she sald. “You—do you think
Jennie Brice is dead and that Mr.
Howell knows—who did it?"

*“1 think she is dead, and I think pos-
sibly Mr. Howell suspects, who did It
He does not know, or he would have
told the police.”

*“You do not think bhe was—was in
love with Jennie Brice, do you?®"

“I'm certain of that,” 1 said. “He is
very much in love with a foolish girl,
who ought to bave more faith in him
than she has."”

She colored a little and smiled at that,
but the pext moment sbhe was sitting
forward, tense and questioning again.

“If that §s true, Mrs. Pitman.” she

,lSI'Ild. “who was the veiled woman he
met that Monday morning at daylight

and took across the bridge to Pitts-

| burgh? 1 believe it was Jennle Brice.

If it was not. who was it?’

*1 don’t belleve he took any woman
Wheo
says he dia?¥"

“Uncle Jim saw him. He had been
pla¥ing cards all night nt one of the
clubs and was walking bome. He says
he met Mr. Howell face to face and
spoke to him. The woman was tall and

velled. Uncle Jim sent for him a day
or two later, and he refused to ex-
plain. Then they forlmmde him the
house. Mamma objected to him auny-

iow, and he oniy came on sufferance.
e is a college man of good famiiy, but
withont any money at all save what he
earns. And pow"—

I had had some young newspaper

{ men with me. and 1 knew what they

got They were nice borvs. bunt they
made $15 a week. 'm afraid I smiled
a little asx 1 looked around the room,
with {ts gray =rass cloth walls, its tol-
let table spread with ivery and gold

! we. | went to my sister’s house! And Fant the matd in sttesdsnce in Rer
the fact tiwat 1 was admitted at a side 3 : ; 3
entrance mude it even stranger. It biack dress f”"' AP PO, collar
bappened this wasy yand enffs. Even the little nightgown
.'.‘;t;:': er was o r-;', snd 1 was cleaning Lida was wetring would have taken a

to the

|
up. when an antomwobile enme f
door It was Almna's ear. The chanf !
feur gave me a note :
[tea Fitman—1 am npot at all well |
nd v m ot Wil you come ‘o ses
me at * My m Jinne
L | e The car will t 5 vou
Cordiall LIDA NARVEY
I put on my hest dress at once and
got into the limousine Half the
| nefghbarliood was out watching 1
jeaned back In the upholstered """"i
fairly nquivering with excltement. This
wins Alma’s car: that was Alma’s card
ense: the little clock bad her mono
| srnm on it Even the flowers in the
flower holder, yellow tulips. reminded

me of Almna, a trifle showy, bt good to
look at. And | was goiug to her house.
I was not taken the main en-
bat to a slde door. The queer
like feeling was still there. In
this back hall. relegated from the more
conspicuous part of the nouse, there
| were even pieces of furnitare from the |
! old bome, and iny father's picture in an
| oval gilt frame hung over my head. 1 |
had not seen a pleture of him for twen-
ty vears. 1 went over and touched It
gently.
| “Father, father!"” I aaid
I'nder it was the tall kall chair that 1
had «limbed over s a child and had
stood on many times Lo see llr)’ﬁl‘lf In |}

o

finlshed snd looked the better for its

uge I glanced In the old glass. The
chair had stood time better than 1. 1

| was » middis rged woman, lined with |

poverty and care, shabby, premsturely
gray. a little bard. | had thought wmy
father an old man when that picture |

1 whispered sgnin and fell

Lida sent for me at once. 1 had only

| fime o dry oy eyes and straignten my |

but Had 1 met Alma on the stalrsg I
woilld bave passed ber without a word. |

e - She would not hiuve known me. But I
“Would vou know him agaln? pEE =
- & i S - a4 said | B3 no one. |
Yo, -..r‘ He gave n:-a S."nn .—]14. 41 jida was in bed. Sbe was Iy —
fo-say wothing . about- it - st there with a rose shaded Iamp hu.ul(le’

want anybody to know he had been
| anch o fool.™

and Jet him lock througt the peri- |
| scope. He jdentified Mr. Ladley abso—]
| Jutely.
|  When Tim and Mr. Graves had gone |
| Mr. Holcombe and I were left alone in
| the kitchen Mr. Holcombe leaned
| over and patted Peter as he lay in his
| basket.

“We've got him. old boy,” be sald !
“*The chaln s just about complete.
He'll never kick you again.” i

But Mr. Holcombe was wrong—nog !
| about kicking Peter, although 1 don't |
| believe Mr. Ladley ever did that sgnin, |
but in thinking we bad him,

I washed that next morning, Mon |
| day. but all the time ! was rubbing |
! and starcbiog sand banging out my |
| mind was with Jennle Brice The
sight of Molly Maguire next door at
| the window rubbing and brushing at
| the lar conl only wade things worse

Al poon wbhen the Magulre young
!ltﬂ':‘h came bome from school | bribed
| Tommy. the youngest, luto rhe kitchen
| with the promise of a doughaut
b “] see sour mwotber bus & new fur

y her and a great bowl of spring flowers |
on &
| sat up when 1 went in and had a maid |

little staud at her elbow. She |
place a chair for me beside the bed. |
She looked very childish with ber hair |
In & brald on the pillow, and her slim
voung arms and throat bare.

“I'm so giad you came!"' she mald,
and would not be satisfied until the
light was just right for my eves and
my coal unfastened and thrown open.

“1'm not really 1L" she informed me.
“I'm—I1'm just tired and pervous, and
—and uphappy, Mrs. Pitman."

“l am sorvy,” 1 sald I wanted to!
lean over aud pat her bhand, to deaw
the covers nround ber nod molber her
a Httle—=1 had had wo one to mother
for so long—but I could not She
wonld have thought it queer and pre-
sumptuous—or no, not that. She was
too sweel to have thought that

“Mrs. Pltman,” she sald suddenly.
“who was this Jeunie Hrice?"

“SEhe was an actress. She and her
husband lived at my Louse.”

“Wan she—wns she benutiful ™

“Well,” 1 sald slowily, =1 never |
thought of that She was Imndsol.m:.]
lu & large way."

tAaclared.

ia child and whom 1 had

f ‘AMiss Bess! ™

week's salary or more. She saw my
smile.

“It was to be his chonce.” she sald
“1f he made zood he was to hatve some-
thing better. My Unele Jim owns the

paper, and he promised me to help
him. But"—
So Jim was running a newspaper!

That was a curfons career for Jim to
chonge—Jim, who was twice expelled

| from school and who conld never write

a letter withont a dictionary beside
him! 1 had a pang when | heard his
name again afier all the vears. for 1
had written to Jim from Oklnhoma
after Mr. Pitman died asking for mon-
ey to bury hlin and bad never even had
R reply

“And you haven't seen him since?’

“Onee. I—didn't hear from bim, and
I ealled him up. We—we met in the
park. He sald everything was all right.
hut he couldn’t tell me just then. The
next dny he resigned from the paper
ond went away. MNrs Pitman, it's
driving nie erazy, for they bave found
n body. and tney think it is hers. 1If it
{= and he woas with her” -

“INon’t be a foolish girl.,” 1 protested.

+=1f he was with Jennie Brice she is

il living., and If he was not with
Jenuie Price”—
“If it was not dennie Brice then I

have a right to know who it was,” she
“He wuas not like himself
when I met him,
things—he talked abott an onyx clock
and sald bhe had been made a fool of
amd that no matter what came out 1
wis always to remember that he had

| done what he did for the best and that
{ —that he cared for me more than for |
! auything in this world or the next.”

“That wasn't g0 foolish!” | couldm’t

belp it. 1 leaned over and drew her
nightgown up over her bare whlte

shoulder. “You won't help enything or
anrbody by taking cold, my dear.” 1
siaid. **Call your maid and have bher
put a dressinrg gown around you."”

i
|
He said su:h queer |
|
|
|

shook his white head. *1 sure thought
you wns Miss Hess.” he said and made
po further effort to detaln me. He led
the way back to the door, where the
machine waited. his head shaking with
the palsy of age, muttering as he went.
He opened the door with his best man-
per afd stood aslde.

“(iood night, ma'am,” he gquaversd.

1 had tears In my eres. 1 tried to
] keep them back. “Good night.” 1 said.

| “Good night. Ikide.”
It had slipped out, my baby name
[ for old Isaac! L
“Aiss Bess!" he eried. “Ob, praise
Il(;u wd., It's Miss Bess again!”
| He caught my arm and pulled me
| back into the hall, and there he held
1 me, erring over me, muttering priaises
| for my return, begging me to come
| buck. recalling little tender things out
of the past that almost killed me to
hear again.
{ But I had made my bed and muost
lie in it I forced him to swear silence
lr.honl: my visit: I made him promise
f not to reveal my identity to Lida; and
| I told him—heaven forgive me—that I
was well and prosperons and bappy.
Dear old 1saac! I wonld not let him
come to see me, but the next day there
came a basket with six bottles of
| wine and an oid daguerreotype of my
mother that had been his treasure.
| Nor was that basket the last
l The coroner held an Iinguest over

the headless body the next day, Tues-

day. Mr. Graves telephoned me in the
morning and I went to the morgue
with him.

I do not like the morgue. although
| some of my neighbors pay it weekly
visits. It is by way of excursion. like
i nlckelodeons or watching the circus
{put up its tents. I have heard them
! threnten the children that if they mis-
behaved they wonld not be takem to
the morgue that week!
| 1 fniled to identify the body. How
{eonld 1?7 1t had been a tall woman.,
| probably five feet eight. and I thought
| the nails looked llke those of Jennie
| Brice. The thumb nall of one was
| broken short off. I told Mr. Graves
about her speaking of a broken nail.
but he shrugged his shounlders and said
| nothing.
| There was a curions senr over the
| heart and he was making a sketch of
it. It reached from the center of the
| chest for about six inche=s across the
left breast, n narrow thin line that one
econld hardly see. It was shaped like
this:

! folt snre that Jennie Brice had had
no surh scar, and Mr. Gravea thoughé
as [ did. Temple Hope. calied o he
inquest, snid she had pever heard of
cne, and Mr. Ladley himself, at the in-
quest, swore that his wife had bad
nothing of the sort. I was watching
| himn, and 1 did not think he was lying.
| And yet the hand was very like Jen-
| nie Brice's. It was all bewildering.

i Mr. Ladley’'s testimony at the in-
| quest was disappointing. He was cool

nnd collected; said be bad no reason to

believe that his wife was dead and less
! reason to think she had been drowned:
| she had left him in a rage, and if she
| found out that by hiding 1he was put-
, tiog bim in an uppleazant position she
l would probably hide indefinitely.

To the disappointment of everybody.
the identity of the woman remalned a
mystery. No one with such a sear was
missing. A sms&ll woman of my own

?
|
l
|
1

| age, a Mrs, Murray. whose daughter, a |

! stenographer, had disappeared, attend-
| ed the fnquest.

Lind po such scar and had worn Ler
[uutls short because of using the type-
§ writer. Alice Murray was the missing
girl’'s name. Her mother sat beside me
{ and cried most of the time.

Une thing was brought out at the in-
quest—the body bad been thrown into
the river after death.
water in the lungs, The verdict wus
“death by the hands of some person
or persons unknown."”

Mr. Holcombe was not satisfied. In
some way or other he hed got permis-
slon to attend the autopsy and had
brought away a tracing of the scar.
All the way home in the street car he
stared at the drawing. bholding first one
eye shut and then the other. But, like
the coroner, he got nowhere. He fold-
ed the paper and put it im his note-
hook. -

“Noupe the less, Mrs. DMltmap,” he:
sald, “that is the body of Jennle Brive.
Her bhusband killed ber. probabir by
strangling her. He took the body out
in the boat and dropped it into the

But her daughter lmdj

| inally sat back and looked at me s |

There was no |
{any more than you do. But he never | B8

horself aAway? Resides. the police I:ru:I!|
found no trace of her on san early |
traln. And then at daslizhi. between
D and 6. my vwn brotbher bad seen n
womin with Mr. Howell, & womaun,
who might have been Jeanle Hrice |
But if It was, why did not Mr. Howell
say so? |

Mr. Ladley clalmed she was h'uh..a!
fn revenge., But Jennie Brice was got
that sort of woman. ‘There was some
thing big about her, something that ix | ]
found often In large women—a luck of | %
spite. She was not petty or mallclons ‘

Her faults, like her virtues, were for
sll to see.

In spite of the failure to identify the
body Mr., Ledleyr wag arrested that
night., Tnesday. and this time it was
for murder. [ know now that tue po-!
lice were taking !long chances. ‘They |
| had no strong motive for the crime.
As Mr, Holecombe said. they had prm-u-"
! eation. but not motive. which is differ-

ent. They had opportunity, sand they
,bad a ot of straggiing links of clews,
! which in the total made a fair chain of |
J circumstantial evidence. But that was

all. |
That is the way the case stood on
| Tuesday night. March 13,

Mr. Ladley was tnken away at O
o'clock. He was perfectly cool. asked
me to help him pack a suit ense and B
whistled while it was being done. He |
requested to be allowed to walk to the
iail and went quietly. with a detective B8
on one side and, | think. a sheriff's of- | 2
ficer on the other. t

Just before he left he asked for n BN
word or two with me, and when he ! [
paid his bill up to date and gave me an |
extra dollar for taking care of Peter |
| was almost overcome. He took the
| manuscript of his play with him. and ||
I remember his asking if he conld have | 5
any typing donme in the fail. 1 had |
never seen & man arrested for murder | G
hefore, but I think he was= prnhah[;r;

|

This is

Jones

The Man
Behind the

i oans

CN
ON
ON
OonN
ON
ON
ON
ON
ON
ON
ON
ON

the coolest suspect the officers hnad | Bt
ever seen. They hardly konew what to | §
make of it |
Mr. Rernolds and I had a cup of ten
after all the excitement and were sit-
ting at the dining room table drinking
it when the bell rang. It was Mr. |
Howell. He balf staggered into the
hall when 1 opened the door snd was y
for going into the parlor bedroom with | &
ont a word. /| B
l “Mr. Ladley's gone, if you want| g
| bim.” I'said. I thought his face cleared. |
| “Gone!” he said. “Where?" ;
| *“To jail.” | B
1

FURNITURE
PIANOS
LIVE STOCK
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WARE

ON SEWING MACHINES
ON MUSICAL GOODS

CN OLD SILVER AND
GOLD

ON OLD COINS
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VALUE

16090 Block

Look up our loan reputa-
tion for the last 30 years
—get our rates and see
if we are not the most
reliable, the cheapest,
the most private firm of
tri-cities to get a little
special loan from. We
take vour note, vou keep

possessio.

FOR SALE
At Present

Uright piano

1 Natioral cash register

1 lot H. H. goods

He did not reply at once. He stood
| there, tapping the palm of one hand
| with the forefinger of the other. Her
wns dirty and unsbaven. His clothes
, looked as if he had been sleeping in |
' them. |
| *Bo they've got him!™ he muttfered |
finelly. and turning. was about tv go
out the front door without another !
| word, but 1 caught his arm. [

“Youre sick, Mr. Howell." 1 said.
“You'd better not zo out just yet.” |
| “Oh. I'm all right.” He shook his |
| handkerchief out and wiped his fuce.l
| I saw that his hauds were shaking. ;

“Come back and have n cup of tez | Je&
! and a slice of homemade biread.” |
| He besitated and looked at his watch. &8
| “T'l do it. Mre. Pitman,” be said. *1 E§
| suppose I'd better throw a little fnell
|into this engine of mipe. It's been KB
| going hard for several days." |
! He ate like a wolf. I cut half a loaf |
{ into slices for him, and he drank the
rest of the tea. Mr. Reynolds crenked |
‘up to bed and left him still eating, |
land me still cutting and sy -eadinz.
Now that T had a chance to see him 1 | |
| wwas shocked. The rims of his eyves BE
were red, his coliar black and his ha'ir | ES
bung over his forehead. But when he | §

.

*So the¥'ve canned him!" he said

“Time enough, too,"” said L

He leaned forward and put both his
elbows on the table. *Mrs. Pitman | Fis
he sald earnestly. “I don't like him |

color was better. [

killed that woman.” |
“Somebiody killed her.” i
“How do you know? How do you |}
know she's dead?” |
Well, I didn’t, of course—I only felt |
it. | e
“The police haven't even proved a  [Ss
crime. They can't hold a man for a
supposititions murder.” 1
“Perhaps they can’t, but they're do- K8
ing it,” 1 retorted. *If the woman's S
alive she won't let him bang"™
“I'm not so sure of thar” he said
heavily and got up. He looked in the
Httle mirror over the sideboard and
brushed back his balr. “l look bad
enough,” he sald. "but I feel worse

swollen river above the Ninth street
bridge.”
“SWhy do you think he slr:m;led‘:
ber?” !
“I'here was no mark on the body|
and po poison was found.™ |
“Then, If be strangled her, where did |
the blood come from™ I

“l didn’t limit myself to strapgula-;
tion,” be said irritably. “He may have
cut ber throat"™ |

“*Ur brained her with my opyx clock,” |
1 added with a sigh. For [ missed uu.-1

clock more and more. i

I left soon after. There was little 1 He went down in his pockets and;
could do. But | comforted her as best | prought up & key. *“I'd forgotten this,” |
1 could and said good night. My beart ! ho said. It shows ¥you were right—
was heary as | went downstalrs. For-| (yat the clock was there when the

twist things as 1 might., it was clear
that in some way the Howell boy was |
mixed up in the Brice case. Poor Iit-
tie troubied Lida! Poor distracted boy!

I had a curious experience down-|
stnirs. 1 had reached the foot of the
stalrcase and was turnuing to go back |
and along the hall to the sihle en-
trancs when | came face to face with
Isanc, the old colored man who had |
driven the family carringe when I was |
seen at in-
tervals since 1 came back potteringe |
around Alma's house. The old man |
wus bent and feeble. He canme slowly
down the bull with a bunch of keys In
his hand. 1 had seen him do the same
thing msany times.

He stopped when he saw me, and 1|
shrank back from the light. but be bad |
gcen me. “Miss Bess!” he said. “Fob |
Gawd's sake, Miss Hess!” |

“You are making a mistake. my!
friend,” 1 sald. quivering: “I am not |

_He caine close to me and stared !ntn_'
my face. And frosp that be looked ut}
my cloth gloves, ut wy cout, sud be

| lug or during the night

I found this

Ladleys took the mmom. i

In the yard this momning.”

It was when 1 zot home from the in- |
quest that 1 found old lsaac’s Inankt-lI
waiting. 1 am not a crying woman.
but I conld hardly see my mother's!
picture for tears. Well, after all, that
is not the Brice story. [ am pot wrtl.-r
fng the sordid tragedy of my life

That was on Tuesday. Jennie Brice
bad bLeen missing pine days. In all)
that time, although she was cast for
the piece at the theater that week, uo
one there bad heard from her. Her
relntives had had no word. She had
gone away, If she had gone, on a4 cold)
March night, in a striped black um.i!
white dress with a red collar and a'
red and black hat, without her fur
cont, which she had worn all wiater.
She bnd gone very enrly in the morn
How hud
shie gone? ANr. Ladley said he had
rowed her to Federanl street at half
alfter 6 and bad broughbt the boat back.
After they bad gquurrelsd violeatly adl
uight, snd wheu shie was leaving ullml
wouldn't he bave allowed Ler tw take!

{ man. Thank you."”

| she ever nllows me to see her agnin. .

1 jeb lot of bags, trunks
and suit cases

Well, you've snaved my life, Mrs, Pit

“How is my—how is Miss Harvey?"
I asked, as we started out. He turned
and smiled at me in his hoyish way.

“The best ever! bhe saild. 1 baven't
seen her for davs, and it seems like
centuries. She—she is the on!y girl in &
the world for e, Mrs. Pitman, al-
though I"— He stopped and drew =z

All good as new. All on
payment or cash. One
thing sure you will have
to admit we are pure,

long breath. *She is beanutiful, isn't

she?” clean and white as they
“Very beautiful.” I answered. “Her L

mother was always”— make em.
“Her mother!” He looked at me BM§

curiously.
1 knew bher wmother years ago.” 1 B

Cur Number Is

1619
2d Ave.

said. putting the best face on my wmis
take that I could.
“Then I'll remmember you to her. if

Just now I'm persona non grata.”
“If you'll do the kindly thing. Mr. | BN
Howell,” 1 said. “you'll forget e to B
her_!l _‘,
He looked into my eyes and theu
thrust out bis hand
“All right.” he snid. “I'll not ask any |
questions. | guess there are some curl. 8§
ous stories hidden in these old houses.”
Peter hobbled to the frout door with

Phone
fiim. He had not gone so far as the

parlor once while Mr. Ladley was lun :
the bouse. .

They hod had a sale of spring flow. J !
gave me a feeling of comfort; 1 had

ers at the store that day, and Mr. Hey-
nolds had brought me a pot of white BN

tulips. That night 1 bung my mother's 3

never seen my wuther's grave or put '

flowers on 1. | b

picture over the mantel in the dining
T Contl -'!- '.\'_s", “'t-(_ln_-ndu ¥ y |8 ﬂh
{To he Continued Ne 3 " 6‘./ @

room and put the tulips beneath it. 1t | 5
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